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is an» independently sowned 
and produced. free weekly pe- 
riodical distributed to «roughly 
250 spots: across Philadelphia. 
You can subscribe for a phys- 
ical copy tobe mailed/to you 
each week. You can access our 
entire back catalogue at phila- 
delphia-secret-admirer.tumblr. 
com, and by special request, we 
can print out and send you any 
back issues.,We are in our sev- 
enth year of weirdo art bizniss 
small time success <3 


THINGS WHAT NEED DOING: 


Read your favorite weekly periodical 


Pe cercccecvcccccecceccesecreccesseeecceseeeee 


“Aquarius- You'll be smitten 


with something new this 
week, either an intellectual 
ursuit or a physical hobby. 
ollow it alone and it will be- 
come something very mean- 
ingful to you. 


Pisces- Old ghosts will haunt 
you this week. A rush of bit- 
tersweet longing to reac- 
quaint yourself with an old 
friend or love will not go well. 
Fold your feelings and stow 
them ‘in your heart. Move on. 


Aries- Business and social- 
izing are hand in hand this 
week. A rush of outgoing 
charm will do you well, but 
don’t get carried away. Don't 
keep talking just because 
you told a good joke. 


Taurus- Conversations will 
serve you well this week, and 
you should make an effort to 
share your good ideas with 
the right people. Important 
\ ears may be listening. 


Gemini- You may feel an 
urge to strike out in strange 
directions this week. Friends 
might criticize or naysay your 
efforts, saying you're tak- 
ing on too much. Just keep 
things in balance. 


Cancer- Strands of energy 
rise from the Earth all around 
on Reach out your hands, 

ngers splayed, and Play 
them like harp strings wher- 
ever you go. The music will 
protect you. 


Leo- You have multiple pools 
of shared eperoy with var- 
ious groups and friends. If 
you draw a bit from every 
well, your bucket will over- 
flow and you'll do something 
amazing. 


Virgo- Unpack your tender 
heart from your cedar chest, 
unwrap its delicate silks, kiss 
it once, stroke its sides and 
feel its heat. Throw it off 
a cliff. Someone close will 
catch it. Trust fall in love. 


Libra- Keep your routines » 


regular and familiar this 
week. If something side 
swipes you, trust others to 
ee The moon is churning 
and it bears an ill omen for 
your health. Be safe. 


Scorpio- Keep your plans 
flexible this week. A last min- 
ute change up could be very 
beneficial. Also, be very con- 
cise in your communication. 
There's a haze of misunder- 
standing around you. 


Sagittarius- Be sensitive to 
someone needing space this 
week, but don’t cut off com- 
munication. Someone close 
to you is volatile, and if you 
make a wrong move, things 
might go sour very quickly. 


Capricorn- Good planning 
and wise decisign- mania 
over the past few months wi 
come to fruition this week 
and you will reap something 
awesome, either socially or 
financially. You deserve it. 


WTF Pit’s éWacky é Facts! A 
e People that smoke are 
16 times more likely to have a limb 
amputated than non-smokers. A PEZ 
dispensers are shaped like cigarette 
lighters to help people quit smoking 
by imitating a part of the smoker's 
ritual. A If Walmart’s employees were 
an army, it would be the second larg- 
est army on Earth. A At least one US 
war veteran commits suicide every are 
hour. A Roman slaves commonly had 
“stop me I’m a runaway” tattooed on 
their foreheads. A Jack Nicholson 
received detention every day for 


one full school year. A According to 
official North Korean literature dis- 
seminated to students, Kim Jong-un 
learned to drive at the age of three. 
A Merry-go-rounds were originally 
made to provide knights with joust- 
ing practice. They would sit on the 
horses with lances and strike at mov- 
ing targets. A There are almost as 
ey known types of knots as there 
umans currently on Earth. A 
The US government spends roughly 
300,000 dollars a year seeing the 
body language of other world le 
ers. A Starfish breath with their feet. 
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howling at you 
when it suits us 


Hey everyone! Here this week we have a 
showcase of reader-submitted stories from 
the flash fiction assignment a few weeks 
back. Keep your eyes peeled; we'll be doing 
more of these soon. 


Untitled 
by Unoclay 


It was the kind of Thursday that felt like 
a Yellow Seven. This sort of third-eye 
thought, he admitted to himself, was hap- 
pening with a frequency that might not 
be deemed exactly “sane.” His obsession 
with Uno, it seemed, was starting to bleed 
into every area of his life. Psychiatrist? No 
thanks. Rather, Uno-- the cards, the de- 
signs, configuration, the font printed on 
the cards...the expensive, custom-made 
modifications and countless trips to play- 
ing card conventions across the country 
(world, even)--these formed the basis and 
foundation of his soul, his happiness, his 
life. And, it, seemed, now the tone and 
tenor of the days themselves. 


Yesterday had carried a distinctly Green 
Reverse sort of flavor. Tomorrow, accord- 
ing to forecasts, was looking damn near 
to being a perfect Blue 2. Which was bet- 
ter than one might hope for. He’d once 
endured a weekend of nothing but Yel- 
low 9s—nothing wrong with that, in and 
of itself—but when the weather doesn’t 
change for days, anyone is prone to slip- 
page. Entitled, even. 


He was never sure whether he was a reli- 
gious man or not—but before he left the 
house that morning, he got on his knees 
and prayed to whatever powers would lis- 
ten. Raising arms to sky, supplicant into- 
nations lofted to the rafters, asking simply 
that the earth could turn another day and 
not be dealt the hostile and nigh unbear- 
able Draw 4 Wild. Really. He just didn’t 
think he could endure a deck like that 
again. It was all too much. These cards 
and days, it was all. Too. Much. 


Untitled 
by Asma Rock 


Her ex-boyfriend had a weird way of ex- 
pressing his distaste for writers he didn’t 
like. Given the chance to attend a live 
event, he'd swipe a copy of their new book, 


free 


Volume 5, Issue 198 
May 31 - June 6, 2017 


take it into a back aisle and masturbate 
onto the front page. Right between the 
title and the author’s name, ideally. That’s 
generally where the autograph goes. Then 
he'd close the book and drop it on the pile 
next to the signing table. Then he'd leave. 


There were no concerns about DNA and 
besides, he wasn’t in the system. Yet. One 
night she told him this behavior seemed 
complimentary. He didn’t like that. He 
pulled her pants down and spanked her. 
Hard. Doing it aroused and excited him. 


“You think my cream is a gift?” he accused. 


“Yes, | do,” she answered. “But most people 
think it’s a crime.” She was one of those un- 
common women who was not interested 
in seeing her seeds grow into fruit-bearing 
trees. All she cared about was touch. 


They broke up because he held back too 
much from her. Did not give her all of him- 
self. That would have been acceptable, ex- 
cept that he gave too much to strangers 
instead. She thought of him when she saw 
groups of people in restaurants ignoring 
each other and staring into their phone 
screens. “You care more about people you 
don't know, than people you do,’ she told 
him on their last day together. 


He said he cared differently. It was never a 
question of how much. “And it’s not peo- 
ple | don't know, it's people | know less. 
| already know you the most,’ he tried to 
explain. 


“That's what you think,’ she said on her 
way out the door. 


She thought about her culture and these 
devices that changed her friendships. Ev- 
eryone commonly carried their thing ei- 
ther in hand or in their back pocket, easily 
accessible and always taken out before 
sitting down. So it was present at every ta- 
ble. Most activities included the adjacent 
task of checking what others were upload- 
ing, or being somewhere that was worthy 
of sharing online, which was everywhere 
now. Immediate documentation of the av- 
erage. Warhol would approve, especially 
after he became elite. 


That's why she liked him, she decided. He 
turn to page 3 
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mostly lived in the physical world, although 
his view of it was definitely bizarre. And his ap- 
proach to life might have been questionable, 
but he was dedicated to it and that turned her 
on. 


Also, there were the tattoos. She considered 
the popularity of body modification among 
her friends to be the biggest generation 
gap indicator between her and her parents. 
Her mother thought tattoos were for bikers 
and sailors. Her father assumed anyone with 
more than an army tattoo was irremovably 
low class. Clearly on his way in or out of pris- 
on. To her, ink was almost less than fashion. It 
was hardly even a rite of passage to get the 
first one anymore, and even then it was more 
about the quality of the work than the con- 
tent. And nobody cared anyway. 


But something about it made her feel safe. 
This was a guy that would treat her the way 
she wanted to be treated. It was hard to ex- 
plain. Degraded was the wrong word because 
it didn’t assume enough respect. He loved 
himself, but he hurt himself and she liked that. 
Pretty scars. She wanted others to be that way 
with her, too. 


Still, he made her feel jilted and jealous when 
they weren't fucking. The natural response to 
these emotions was the impulse was to de- 
stroy other women. But since he did not have 
another woman, the next best thing was to 
embarrass him. Publicly if possible. 


Since he thought he was smart, it would be 
to make him look stupid. Since he thought he 
was brave, it would be to make him look fear- 
ful. Since he thought he was a circle, it would 
be to make him look like a square. 


“A lot of people don’t know this, but in most 
places, public nudity is not the same as inde- 
cent exposure,’ he told her once. She looked it 
up. The laws varied, but he was generally cor- 
rect. Accidental nakedness with no intent to 
alarm or offend other people was pretty safe. 
If you had good representation. 


He got popped for lewd conduct in a down- 
town bookstore. Tried to defend himself and 
ended up with two years. She felt bad for 
making the call. He wasn’t a good person, but 
he was a good lay and this experience would 
likely ruin him. 


Then she remembered his arrogant critiques 
of everything and it made her angry all over 
again. The guy needed a kick in the pants. 
Maybe he'd come out tough and respectful. 


When he was inside about three months, she 
completed a book of poetry mostly about him 
and their times together. Writing the book got 
her going. And then reading a copy after get- 
ting it back from the printer really made her 
juicy. The least she could do was send him a 
copy. He wouldn't like the text, but he’d ap- 
preciate the gesture. She packaged one up 
special for him. It had her fingerprints all over 
it. Her wet, smelly fingerprints. 


There Were Daffodils in the Window 
by GD Hoffman 


It was the kind of Thursday that felt like a yel- 
low seven. July is always blue and the fourth 
is usually red. Obvious. | was in San Francisco 
for the festivities last year, such as they were, 
socked in fog. Three days later | was getting 
my shine back in the Golden State. 


| met her the night before around midnight. 
Still nursing a hangover, | wasn’t drinking 
much, but she was. As she walked past, | said 
to my friend, “That chick is wasted.” 


She noticed me nudge my friend and stopped. 


Proving me right, she swayed and offered 
a half smile. | could see her ego battling her 
pickled intellect. She knew | was talking about 
her, but maybe | said something flattering. Her 
body type was what used to be called “full-fig- 
ured” before the term was claimed by empow- 
ered obese lesbian burlesque performers. 


Plus-sized, yes, but the pluses were healthy 
and appropriate. Anyway, | was nonplussed 
by her directness. She was cute but seemed 
likely too drunk to even remember this. | in- 
troduced myself. She shook my hand without 
giving her name. 


My friend believes it is improper to release 
yourself from a handshake without both giv- 
ing a name and receiving one. Since he was 
standing next to me | didn’t want to let him 
down. So | held onto this curvy cutie’s hand 
while she blinked slowly. Each time her eyes 
came back a little less. 


“And you are...’ 
“Ginincumpooper.’ 
“Excuse me?” 
“Jennifer Cooper.’ 


So it went. We found a booth and sat togeth- 
er. | had a second stout. She needed nothing 
else. In twenty minutes, | learned that she was 
a grade school teacher who liked music. Also, 
she was friends with a bartender who worked 
Fridays near where | was staying. | suggested 
we meet there in a couple of days. We ex- 
changed numbers. | texted her my name. 


When | woke up the next day | saw a text from 
Jen. It was a simple nice to meet you, so! didn’t 
answer right away. Instead, | sent a heavy am- 
ber stream into the toilet, which was a process 
that seemed to take fifteen minutes. Back in 
the bedroom, | noticed Jen sent another mes- 
sage asking what | had planned for today. 


The truth: nothing. | was just going to walk 
around and window shop. | replied that | was 
going to buy some gifts for friends and fam- 
ily back home. She said she was helping her 
friend move. Then she began quizzing me. 
What did | do, where was | from, etc. It was 
clear that my initial assumption was accurate. 
She didn’t remember much of what we'd talk- 
ed about the night before. As the day went on, 
our text conversation continued. There was an 
underlying urgency to her curiosity. She prob- 
ably thought we'd done more than we had. 
But how much more? Did she think we slept 


together and that | left before she woke up? 
If only. 


At 5pm Jen invited me to meet her and her 
friend for happy hour. | asked if they were 
done moving and she said they were taking a 
break. Of course, | thought we were going to 
meet the next day, but when | reminded Jen 
about this, she said | should come now any- 
Way. 


So | did. 


When | arrived, the friend immediately got up 
and left. “She didn’t finish her drink,’ | said. 


“It's just soda water,’ Jen said. “She's pregnant.’ 


It was a pint glass half full of ice and clear 
bubbly. Jen had the same thing, but hers con- 
tained a lemon wedge. And gin. 


“How much more do you guys have to do?” | 
asked. 


“We're done,” Jen said. 
“You loaded the truck?” 


“No, | was just helping her pack. She has to 
get a truck tomorrow and move everything to 
storage.” 


She went on to explain that her friend was six 
months pregnant by a guy she'd known for 
eight months. And they got married a month 
ago because he was from Ireland and couldn't 
stay in the country otherwise. 


When | suggested that was crazy, Jen agreed 
and then got another gin and tonic. She came 
back and sat close to me. We kissed. It was 
cautious and exploratory. Like seeing one of 
those wet floor signs as you enter the bath- 
room but you can't tell where the puddle is. 
Am | going to fall? Is it going to hurt? 


| smiled. She finished her drink and studied 
my face strangely. She definitely thought | 
was the cat who ate the canary coming back 
for seconds. “Let’s go to North Beach,’ she said, 
“| know a great place.’ Then she ordered a car. 
In an instant, she was wasted again. 


She tracked the car through the app and then 
got irritated when it went the wrong way (her 
opinion) and took too long. She canceled and 
started over. 

“Don't they call you when they get here?” 


She looked up blankly, then went back to ey- 
ing her screen. 


Eventually, our ride came. 


“| didn’t go out alone last night,’ Jen said. “I 
was with a friend, but he left.” 


“Oh? That’s cool.” 


“Yeah, he went to another bar. He’s gay, so you 
don't have to be jealous. He went to a gay bar.’ 


“Why would | be jealous? You can have friends. 
And | hardly know you.” 


turn to page 4 


“But you fucked me.” 
“Um...” 
“You want to fuck me.” 


We drove past the Condor Club. Its big ver- 
tical marquee looked bleak in the afternoon 
light. The fog had dissipated into a haze and 
the sun sat behind it like a big fried egg. 


“I've heard the food is good there,’ said. 
“At a STRIP CLUB?” she hissed. 
“Sure.” 


When the car stopped, she said this wasn’t 
going to work. | wish | could say | agreed just 
then, but it took me a minute. | followed her 
into the bar for another drink. There were daf- 
fodils in the window. 


Untitled 
by Robert Hughes 


It had her fingerprints all over it. Her wet, 
smelly fingerprints. As one born of the pits, 
she leaves behind that distinctive, putrid 
sheen on all surfaces she touches. A black, 
viscous flow that looks from a distance like 


tar but that is revealed, with each step closer 
to be something that is decidedly not tar. We 
agree now that assigning a gender-specific 
pronoun was unwise. It seemed cute at the 
time. A way to soften the terrible intestinal 
feelings roiled up by an image or an idea that 
defies the animal laws etched on our animal 
brains. The underlying biology or physiology 
or metaphysics or any other type of science, 
pseudo or otherwise, is for our purpose, be- 
side the point. We know some things. A few 
defining parameters. We know enough to 
ask meaningful questions. We know about 
“life span”. Five hours from corporeal mani- 
festation to complete dissolution. The odor 
is the beginning, then a significant increase 
in the temperature of the pit fluid. And from 
the pit's reedy edge, an emersion. The bodi- 
ly form a crude human simulacrum, roughly 
five feet in height with two dripping arms, a 
bubbling torso, and a pair of gushing legs. 
The locomotion can best be described as “la- 
borious”. We know the manifestation requires 
a great deal of energy. Energy expended in 
what would appear to be a wantonly inef- 
ficient manner for any organism driven by 
those ancient, grinding motives of endur- 
ance and replication. So much energy that 
a month's time was the required restorative 
period separating each manifestation. Ini- 
tially the lumbering excursions were aimless, 
exploratory. We watched her pick a flower, 


try to touch a bird. Kid stuff. Then a pattern. 
A path through the overgrown marshland 
leading to a clearing. In the clearing, a struc- 
ture. She used the materials available to her. 
Sticks, grass, skeletal remains of some long 
gone swamp rodents, and her own black, 
gummy essence as a binding agent. When 
pressed to describe the structure, | usually fo- 
cus on its geometrical form, a mathematical 
order that is instantly recognizable and also 
ethereally foreign. She worked for two years 
and then quit. Quit manifesting altogether. 
We waited around for longer than we should 
have, knowing well enough we had seen her 
for the last time. | never disturbed the struc- 
ture, never laid hands upon it. | knew better. 
| did photograph the hell out of it though. 
Every conceivable angle, all manner of light 
sources, a small arsenal of expensive camera 
gear. Every photograph amassed in a bound 
tome | keep in my study, pulling it down on 
nights when my hard-won solitude starts to 
kick at the bottom of my spine. | have shared 
the photographs with others, watched their 
credulity strain under the weight of the back- 
story. Reactions vary and theories are flung 
about to pin down motivation, intent, aim. 
Only one sturdy kernel inevitably bears itself 
out, the same conclusion pulled from behind 
the same dark curtain. An achingly obvious 
state of incompleteness, with no sign of the 
absent parts having ever been welcome. 
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SERIAL PARANOIA 


NO ONE WANTS TO 
TALK TO ILLUMINATI PETE. 


HOW COULD THIS HAVE 
HAPPENED TO ME?? 
WHAT'S THE REAL 

REASON 7? 


Bridget Foy’s 


waiter- Beer actually has more electro- 
lytes than Gatorade. 


bar back- It’s true! | learned that when | 
was 10 years old! 


The Bar(n) 


drunk dude 1- There’s too many vaginas 
on the Internet, dude. Too many. 


drunk dude 2- Nah man, there’s not 
enough. 


Passyunk Ave 


gal- Next thing you know, it’s the size of 
a grapefruit! 


Ty Segall at the Troc 


person- Dude i just LOVE being white 
trash. 


Sylvan Esso at Union Transfer 


guy- (to 10 year old son) Ya know, this 
used to be a restaurant. They probably 
sold cheesecake for dessert. 


I DON'T KNOW WHY. I'M GREAT- 
I KNOW ALL THE REAL REASONS 
EVERYTHING HAPPENS 6UT 
NO ONE WANTS TO HANG OUT 
WITH ME OR BE MY FRIEND OR 
LISTEN TOMY PODCAST. 


BOX BROWN 


Puffy Eyes 


MDCCLKXY) 


West Philly 


person- Dark Crystal is like, the original 
Game of Thrones. 


Italian Market Festival 


gal- (carrying a case of Budweiser) What 
does that even mean?! Is that Italian or 
something? 


Clark Park 


person- Fuck that. If I’m outside I’m huff- 
ing a butt! 


Salvation Army HQ 


gal 1- He’s not really my brother...he’s my 
father’s child. Men can have thousands 
of babies. Once again, men can have 
THOUSANDS of babies. 


gal 2- But he’s still your brother! 


g1- He ain't. That man is not my brother. 
We do not share a mama. Once again, 
men can have THOUSANDS of babies. 


g2- But you share DNA! 
g1- That ain't my mama's DNA. 
g2- Girl, you a man hater. 


OKAY CLASS Timesup 
WE'RE NOW SWITCHING TO 
OUR NEXT MODEL. 


Lucas Bowlus 


_ NONONO 
TERRIBLE // TRY & 
CAPTURE FEELING 


Bob and Barb’s 


person- It’s about like, the origins of jazz 
and all that fuckin bullshit. 


Clementine & Kensington 


person- I'd rather eat a crayon than a ba- 
nana. 


Red Hook Coffee 
gal- Do you guys know what bukakke is? 


Passyunk Ave 


guy on bike- No listen...LISTEN!! (blows 
raspberry) 


34 Trolley 


dad- No Nathan. We do not eat people. 
That is not a way to get smiley faces. 


toddler- But I’m hungry. 
dad- Ow! Nathan! 


Washington Square 


mom- (to child) Why do you have to be 
such a hater?? 
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left rights 


1. What unleavened bread doesn’t do 
5. A Johnny or a Bam adds a Jack to this 
8. Means of conveying nuclear warheads 
12. South American tree sloth 
13. Backless, close-toed slip on shoes 
15. Above the roots, below the branches 
16. Maltese Falcon, or Chinatown 
17. What distinguishes a scented candle 
. A burden that defines you 
. Cheerleaders can be called this 
. (H,O > 100°C) + camellia sinensis leaves 
. If you get paid to do it, you're this 
. One who effects action 
. Portlandia milieu 
. Part internal combustion, part electric 
. Lamb’s mama 
. Areason to rectally insert a turkey baster 
. Showy cutlass 
. Permission to stay in a foreign country 
38. What Viagra tells dicks to do 
40. Litigates 
41. The enemy of your enemy’s enemy 
43. The 19th prime Roman numerals 
45. Scottish woolen cap 
46. Mirth 
48. A flag, or a cross 
50. To assign a relative value to something 
. Clown class ranged weapon 
. If it’s over .08, you best get a taxi 
. Unwise 
. Dull, unrelenting pain 
63.To siphon off 
64. What the chimney sweep battles 
. Air to ground missile 
. Kamikaze insect attack 
. First lady of song 
. Amember of a Slavic people 
. Directional heading towards 160° 
70. The ocean has about 35 grams per liter 


Trivia Time! 
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up downs 


1. Letter from an ancient alphabet 

2. You get the joke 

3. Enormous Chicago art school 

4. A place that ain't too keen on us right now 
5. Distinct atmosphere 

6. To continue with a tedious activity 

7. Tractor-trailer 

8. A people of southeast Nigeria 

9. Tributaries do this 

10. The color of my bike 

11. Elevated plain 

13. Brownish reds 

14. Post-beach backpack 

20. Exhort 

21. Large amounts 

25. Historical chapters 

26. Agreeing to pay at a future point 

27. Seeker of specific knowledge 

28. Very recently 

29. What Solomon does to disputed babies 
30. False somnolent experience 

31. The preceding night 

33. Tex + x = cheesy burritos 

35. A communication to someone with ESP 
37. Commonly known as the bowfin fish 
39. Walking with asymmetric abnormality 
42. Bigfoot's Asian cousin 

44. Nile wading bird 

47. Maintains 

49. Pays to borrow 

52. §): 

53. Affliction of an oily integument 

55. Outlets of human expression 

56. Where the honored are seated 
57.Tarzan’s preferred method of travel 
58. Western wear tie 

59. Bum around 

60. What French revolutionaries despise 
62. Ocean's inhale 


answers on the back 


1- Which planet in our system:has an 84 year-orbit? 

2- The kangaroo rat is remarkable because it doesn’t need to do what? 
3- Which element is a bright yellow solid at room.temperature? 
4- Name the lunch lady at Springfield Elementary School. 

5- What is serigraphy more commonly known as? 
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West Philly 
Porchfest 


: A truly independent do-it-yourself music 
: festival happening this Saturday, June 3, 
: from 12-6 across the porches of West Phil- 
: adelphia. Come on out! Meet your neigh- 
: bors and hear good local music. 
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Check out westphillyporchfest.com 
for a full schedule and map, or to 
sign up to host a show yourself. 


Sit up straight 


and it’s easier to breathe. 


